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Chinese weapons were being sold. Madame Dam-
breuse wanted to go down again. She looked at the
numbers over the doors, and she led him to the end
of the corridor towards an apartment which was
blocked up with people.
He immediately recognised the two whatnots be-
longing to the office of UArt Inditstriel, her work-
table, all her furniture. Heaped up at the end of the
room according to their respective heights, they formed
a long slope from the floor to the windows, and at
the other sides of the apartment, the carpets and the
curtains hung down straight along the walls. There
were underneath steps occupied by old men who had
fallen asleep. At the left rose a sort of counter at
which the auctioneer, in a white cravat, was lightly
swinging a little hammer. By his side a young man
was writing, and below him stood a sturdy fellow,
between a commercial traveller and a vendor of coun-
termarks, crying out: "Furniture for sale." Three
attendants placed the articles on a table, at the sides
of which sat in a row second-hand dealers and old-
clothes' women. The general public at the auction
kept walking in a circle behind them.
When Frederick came in, the petticoats, the neck-
erchiefs, and even the chemises were being passed on
from hand to hand, and then given back. Sometimes
they were flung some distance, and suddenly strips
of whiteness went flying through the air. After that
her gowns were sold, and then one of her hats, the
broken feather of which was hanging down, then her
furs, and then three pairs of boots; and the disposal
by sale of these relics, wherein he could trace in a
confused sort of way the very outlines of her form,
appeared to him an atrocity, as if her had seen carrion